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There are some who say that the earth, as a centre in the
midst of a circumference, is equally distant from all these
extremities, and is surrounded and shut in by sea, even as it is
written of the third Day of Creation, "'God gathered together
the waters that were under the heaven into one place, and dry
land appeared."
In our own times there befel a marvellous, but well-known
event to prove how the upper sea lieth above us.   On a certain
holyday in Great Britain, after High Mass, the folk were
thronging forth from the parish church, on a morning so
misty that it made a sort of twilight amid the gross and
watery vapours.   Here, on a stone tomb within the precincts
of the churchyard1, they found an anchor fixed, with its cable
stretched tight and hanging down from the air.   The people
stood in amazement; and, while they were disputing among
themselves of this matter, at length they saw the rope move
as though men had been labouring to weigh the anchor.
When therefore, for all this straining at the rope, the anchor
yet clung to the tomb, they heard through the foggy air as
though it had been the cries of sailors labouring with all their
might to raise an anchor from the deep.   Soon, when they
found their labour to be in vain, they sent down one of their
fellows, who, as skilfully as any shipman of our own, appeared
hanging to the rope and descending with alternate interchange
of hands.   When, however, he had torn the anchor from the
tomb, he was caught by those that stood around, in whose
arms he gave up the ghost, stifled by the breath of our gross
air as a shipwrecked mariner is stifled in the sea.   Moreover
his fellows above, judging him to be wrecked, after an hour's
delay, cut the cable, left their anchor, and sailed away.   In
memory of which event the iron bands of the doors of that
church were forged, by a cunning counsel, from that anchor;
which bands are still there for all men to see.
Here again is a still more marvellous testimony.   In the
county of Gloucester is a town named Bristol, wealthy and
full of prosperous citizens; from this port men sail for Ireland.
It befel upon a time that a native of Bristol sailed to Ireland,
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